CHAPTER V

JUNE-AUGUST  1814

PERHAPS of all the objects of Shelley's devotion
up to this time, Harriet, his wife, was the only
one with whom he had never, in the ideal sense,
been in love. Possibly this was one reason that
against her alone he never had the violent revul-
sion, almost amounting to loathing, which was
the usual reaction after his other passionate
illusions. He had eloped with her when they
were but boy and girl because he found her ready
to elope with him, and because he was persuaded
that she was a victim of tyranny and oppression,
which, to this modern knight-errant, was tanta-
mount to an obligation laid on him to rescue her.
Having eloped with her, he had married her, for
her sake, and from a sense of chivalry, only with
a quaint sort of apology to his friend Hogg for
this early departure from his own principles and
those of the philosophic writers who had helped
to mould his views. His affection for his wife